Zero's heavy breath rattled his normal suit's helmet, tempting him to adjust it. But that would leave him open to Domon, wherever he was amid that inky infinite. Just as Zero prepare to leave the relative safety of the gutted Musaid he had been using as cover, he felt a sort of jabbing in the back of his brain. Kicking on the X-3's verniers, throwing the MS into a sort of somersault, the X-1's beam saber cleaved downward, tearing the Musai asunder.

"Zero!" The former Crossbone shrieked, bringing his MS upward toward the X-3.

"Damn it," Zero cursed to himself, re-activating his Murasame Blaster.

***

"Is everybody ready?" Marcus Vakdon addressed the men and women of Near Argama. Affirmatives all around... "I'm ready for launch. Nightingale, launch!"

As the hulking crimson MS rocketed out of the hangar, scores of other MS joined their leader in a drive towards the Titan flank. Near the helm of the charge, a Bound Doc shifted to MA mode, pulling up alongside the Rising Gundam. 

"No hard feelings, huh, kid?" Ten Murasame verbally nudged his fellow artificial Newtype. The Rising's pilot, Seven, remained silent, still alienated by the ex-Titan. Ten simply shrugged his shoulders, kicking his MS into the highest speed it could achieve. If the rear attack was going to work, the AEUG would have strike while the iron was hot.

It's there! FD3 could feel the consciousnesses radiating from the Cyclopean structure, like some nebulous loom of will. Now, the only problem was figuring out a way inside the fortress without beind mauled by the Neo Zeon units swarming along its surface. 

The hair stood up on the back of his neck. Speak of the devil The Nu Gundam glided to the left as a hail of beam fire peppered the surface of one of Angel Halo's rings. Three Geara Dogas? I won't even break a sweat!

The first MS caught a beam in the gut, its upper and lower halves careening haphazardly into space. The remaining duo broke left and right to avoid the Nu's almost machine gun-like beam rifle. Rather than letting them come to him, FD3 fired up the Nu's thrusters and drove left. In no time at all, the Nu passed a meteorite and found itself passing over the hapless Doga. Before the MS could turn and fire, a lone beam carved its way through the cockpit block. The final Doga, having seen the Nu's maneuver, came up behind the Gundam just as its compatriot was totaled. Firing every weapons did no good, a storm of funnels intercepting every missile, beam, and projectile with a hail of condensed Minovksy particles. As the Doga floated motionlessly, its pilot aghast, the Nu sent a missile straight into its cockpit. 

***

Mary Cartly started violently, experiencing a sensation akin to a lightning strike. Something--something she didn't like--was dangerously close to Angel Halo. With an air of superiority, she stood and addressed those around her in the Angel Halo's command ship. "Prepare the Newtype Corps for launch. Bring the Quin Mantha up to speed while you're at it."
